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upon all the rest rose gravely in a mass and followed
their brother ; and the boatman with his craft and many
of the men of Turkestan were sunk in the swift Bosphorus
current. So the Turks now played gravely the game of
" follow my leader."
With their opponents held down by the Allies, the
Nationalists had carried out a great revolution. Con-
stantinople, the royal city of Byzantium, the imperial
capital of the Osmanli, was now only a subordinate
area in the Angora Government. It was hard to
appreciate the new thing that had happened. I climbed
the hills beyond my house above the palace of Beyler
Bey, where Abdul Hamid, the Red Sultan, had been
imprisoned, and where he had died. It was the Friday
after the coup d'etat. Below me lay the Bosphorus, a
strip of grey sea crowded with battleships at anchor.
There were British battleships that looked like long,
lean, beautiful wild beasts, eager and crouching. There
were dirty, bedraggled French men-of-war with the
day's washing hung out half-way up to the mast-heads.
There were ugly Italian craft and gaunt, unwieldy
American destroyers tied in pairs. All the navies of
the world lay there in force.
Far away in the Mosque of Suleiman the Magnificent
a priest cried, and from every minaret the mue%%ins
caught the sound and called the call to prayer. In the
palace ragged soldiers were cooking. A British aeroplane
throbbed out of nothing and slid away into space. From
across the Bosphorus came up the live murmur of the
great city and above it stood out the royal palace and
its seraglio surrounded by double walls.